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A Zine of Weird Shit & letters'll shit for Roanoke's Anti-Conmunity (shit) 

and their weird friends around the world 
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Matt Ames 
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C. Mehrl Bennett 
John M. Bennett 

Cdlestin Nanteuil 
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Steve Dalachinsky 
Jack Foley 
Warren Fry 
Jim Leftwich 
Musicmaster 
Lindsay O'Cartel 
William Repass 
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Published Despite Your Desires to the Contrary 

in Roanoke, Virginia 

March A.Pa. 102/A.H. 18 8 V®. 

'Ji 


(2018 A.D. depending on your chronological priorities) 

took third T/yin’ 




monoclelash@wordpress.com 
monoclelash@gmail.com 
Monocle-Lash Anti-Press on facebook 


for live avant-performance, see 
Art Rat Studios on facebook 
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PARK ROANOKE 


LANIER PARKING SOLUTIONS 


This ticket must remain clearly 
displayed, facing up on your 
dashboard Ivhile on this lot. 


PLEASE READ 



This ticket licenses the holder to park one 
automobile in this area at the holder’s risk. 
Lock your car. 'Hie limnai^bfxeby declares it 
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the wine of lapse 

what inflexible highbinders orchestrate financial suspense? 

who spices the collapse? 

when did the zodiac initiate outstretched grime? 

where were you when paddie lost his underwear? 

where was paddy when his wagon got back off? 

is the often lucretius of thine creases ever increased? 

is the nature of the dining room a kitchen with a tub? 

who rubbed the wine on the thigh? 

who reimbursed the curse of the purse? 

why wasn't the eye put before the a ee oh u 

devil ewe? 

who is the boss of the oil bourse? 

what is the cost of the cooperative lapse? 

when did your rip it t's start takin this crap? 

what snap? who nap? how many more of these flaps? 

why begin to wonder now? 

february 2018 

steve dalachinsky and jim leftwich 










www.didifuse.com 


Letter from Rachel Braussen 


Rachel had been a regular Art Rat guedt for a couple years, but returned to her native France thid Fall. She dent the following 
thoughtd on Art Rat. 


I found this [card] in a temporary gallery. Full of provocative and funny things. 

I miss ART RAT Studios, it's one of those rare spots where one can live in the moment and 
experiment without judgement even in the role of spectator. 

It is a chance, this place; a bit like a matrix. 

I hope to be able to drop by there in February when I should be in Roanoke - * 


WOTE: Rachel did vidit Art Rat in Roanoke in February (@Ralph 's birthday event I think) ! 
\ Csc- tX_oc.LV/-P Co l drilA^ 1 j I«n 


Jc cb l&£ • 






^CW\r|" 


^ A - 


Qz > 

'faf (oCSG 


QprtW^SL. £ 

V Q (tested Cb ubJoi r 


(Translation by Olcbar Lindsann) 











Hamilton/Milovac Duo, Tater Fraterabo, Art Rat All-Stars 

Public • Hosted by Ralph Eaton 

Friday, 

March 23 at 7:00 PM - 11:00 PM EDI 
at The Art Rat 


What should a brain be doing? At an event. Event dissonance, thinking response. Remembering, for 
one thing. Improvisation thinking sense. What among all the musics I have heard does Tater Fraterabo 
sound like? Doing noise juxtaposed unusual suspects. Does it really make any sense for me to think 
"post-classical harsh noise"? Chords drum throughout ourselves. Is it important that I have no 
qualifications forjudging what he does? Familiarized brains think cut-up training. The cut-up method 
applied to melody. The construction of anti-chords. Scattered layers, ongoing. Why does loud 
dissonance sound like aural violence? Applied construction of quotations. Juxtaposed, sequenced and 
layered sounds collide. Collision is noise. Event-sense juxtaposed post-cut-up ongoing. Noise is a form 
of thinking. Remembering throughout the sound. We have to familiarize ourselves with its patterns. 
Training scattered construction is noise. It is an ongoing training. Thinking chords among sequenced 
remembering. I remember an essay from the 90s about "the noisic element in poetry". 



The Hamilton/Milovac Duo is a Florida-based free improvisation duo consisting of-upright bass and 
drum. Call and response free improv. Quotations from earlier eras of jazz scattered throughout the 
performance. What should a brain be doing? The musics for me judging chords. And familiarize the 
90s music. I have to think what he does. Why does layered sound ourselves about the words? Heard 
post-classical the cut-up loud dissonance collides, with its patterns the noisic element, in the way at an 
event. Harsh noise applied like violence is noise. It is a poetry remembering sound. Is it melody, 
juxtaposed, thinking an ongoing training? I know for one thing how to make any sense. Why among all 
qualifications, the construction of anti-sequenced thinking. 


Art Rat All-Stars is Art Rat’s usual suspects, plus any other performers from the night’s event doing a 
collaborative improvisation encore. The bass scattered me. Does dissonance, noise juxtaposed, drum 
throughout the judging? Layers collide, applied like thinking. All qualifications call chords ourselves, 
with violence an ongoing construction of response, the performance familiarized about its patterns. Is 
noise training? Quotations improvisation? From earlier brains to think post-classical as a way of 
remembering thinking. Consisting of eras, the musics cut up an event. Harsh melody makes any sense, 
applied like ongoing training. 


? Quotations imprlier brains to think usual suspects, plus any other performered like ongoing trains fmt 
doing a collaborative improvisation encombering thinking. Consire. The bass seance, noise juxtaposed, 
dmance familiarized aborum throughout the judging? Layers eking. All qualifications call chords 
ourselves, with violence an ongoing consollide, applied like thintruction of response, the perforut its 
patterns. Is noiseovisation? From ear training post-classical as a way of remesting of eras, the muttered 
me. Does dissonasics cut up an event. Harsh meloom the night’s evedy makes* any sense, appliing. 








-Jim Leftwich 














DISEMBODIED HEAD 


Pardon, but mightn’t you pass that souse platter? Why, 




"«■ 




am I not nothing less than, as you see, Hegel’s notion of State embodied? Yes, ethical mind qua 
substantial will manifest. Rational in the absolute. March of divine stratagems through the world, et 
cetera, no hands! 


No legs. March in like, a figurative sense? And, shocker, a Moomrist Spamfesto (anonymous) keeps 
buzzing all my bugs I planted. Seeing ol’ saws unto mass gaffe. STROOT BAP and CAR bode and fig 
BAN —sloppy slips toward a bull flown ROME HUN. Obscene breaches of etiquette—mere sleudian 
frippery. 

Mais faux, n’est-ce pas? Bludgeons of slap stick spanners played for dead pan laughs. Placid giraffid 
nevertheless a fast talker: “Won’t you stick out your neck tie for la becane slash demi-lune a 
silence?” Uh, I’ll pass. 


Zugzwang? 


Clammy no longer, morning star hefting lunatic Luddites ply spit plus vinegar, sounding out es, oh, 
you, es, ee. Souse. Factoid ovoids crack. Crack troops tramping, matched by a sound track not at all 
to be taken lighdy. 
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REFLECTIONS AFTER A FUNERAL 


As the formalists die, so do the free versifiers 
As the beats perish, so do the squares 

Borges—John would have known it — 

As the soloists go, so do the quires, 

We all go up or down the stairs 

said each of us runs the risk 
To heaven, as in the Powell-Pressburger film 
Whose hero is a poet. As I go, so do you. 

of being the first immortal 
We live until life stops us. Flam- 
Boyant death traps us in the loo, 

Small risk John knew that too . 

In bed, while driving our fancy automated automobile, 
In Georgia, Idaho, Alabama, Kalamazoo, 

We live till life stops us. 

San Francisco, New York City, Natchez, Mobile, 
Philadelphia, with a girl in Saint Lou— 

Words—palabr as — 

Formal, free (Walla Walla) into the forsaken dark 
Aflame in San Diego, alive in Luna Park. 

save us (we hope) a 

/ 






for John Oliver Simon (1942-2018) 
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DON’T PANIC 

/T/S ALREADY 
INSIDE OF YOU 


Diaristic Report 

-by ]im Leftwich 

Sunday, March 18 at 7:00 PM - 11:00 PM 
EDT @ Art Rat Studios 
Durian Brow -- Zach Darrup (guitar), and 
Ben Bennett (drums and percussion). 

Kaily Moon Schenker, Cello & Nick Keeling, 
Rhodes Mark 1 & Organ: "experimental 
classical" 

Olchar E. Lindsann -- sound poetry 


Kaily Moon Schenker & Nick Keeling drove 
from Champaign-Urbana, Illinois (615 miles) 
to perform for 30 minutes at the Art Rat. 
Those little details are important. 


The durian fruit looks dangerous, smells 
awful, tastes great and is very nutritious. 
Brow - I am guessing - as in highbrow, 
lowbrow, middlebrow arid durian brow. 

But maybe knit brow, furrowed brow, durian 
brow. 

Eyebrow, bow wow wow, durian brow, 
rainbow. 

Yes, I do think it's safe to assume that they 
are fucking with our heads. 


The mouth is a subtle percussion instrument. 
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Email exchange with John M. Bennett 
(03.19.2018) 

JL: on the way home from the show last night 
Sue said Ben's playing is to drumming as my 
writing is to poetry, i am happy with that 
perception. 

JMB: yes, Sue hit the nail on the head! 



c Usses 






*®lLi 






Message 


Received b 


1 Ccr*un)»r 1 OITiD# Product*, Dayton, OH 4$4M yMw.rftMd.Rm 


c. Mehrl B^eku^ett 







c. ^A\'Vi— 



will* 

I low 

7 But 

Willi tils 
ii great 
lb I lowed 
^Aml from Jerusalem, :n 
from Idumaea and from beyo 
Joitlaii, and they about Tyie >h 
Sulon. a gieal multitude, when 
they had heard wh:U great tilings 
he did, came unto him 
‘*And he spake In his disciples, 
dial a small slop should wild on 
him because ol the multitude 
lesi diey should throng him 
ldf : or he had healed 
m-oimn;li dni 

linn loi to touch 
hail plagin . 

ilcAnd unclean 
they saw him. 
him mid cried, 
die Soil ul God 
1 lAnd he slrailly 
dial ihey should nol 
known 

l( <And lie goedl up 
mountain, and callelli unit/ him 
whom lie would: and they came 
nnlo him 

|4 And lie oidained nvi Ive, dial 
Ihevi should be with him and 


m . 


•*n.l 


heard 


uniti 

them in 


l’i in «li)C<l 


a.L i-nsL i.-,ell. Ilia 

• IliUil 

2 f > tiiil if S a,in 


IK act; 

I'And when 
rouml about on 


power to heal 
c«s! out dev 


IIUM 1 , 
And he 
hand 
oilier. 


57 


the furious albatross 

enough light opens the mirror 
which is economic Tiresias 
heirloom obfuscating the seance 
looks bricks falling shingles 
the furious sound of flat prosers 
where for art slept with the murmuring 
ghost lamps daunted sacrifice 
camping in the 2nd world on our 
elbows do not think about an 
albatross mumbling fiat hinges 
stance complete nuisance tylenol 
advil aspirin there is nothing but the 
real poppy pop up shop behind the 
schoolyard if only knives existed 
nascent sacri-illiac yes, all writing 
has a ship on its choulder 

february 2018 
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Commentaries 


We played a game with a beach ball, where all the colors had different 
questions in Spanish and we had to answer them, then we played a game where we 
had to ask everyone for the names and ages of a pretend family. Then we played 
guess who and had to ask about physical features in Spanish. 

I think that I benefited most from the ball game. It made me think on my feet 
and it was a good mix of game and practice. I didn’t like the game with the families 
because it just felt like busy work. The guess who game was fine, but we played it 
with partners and it was clear that my partner didn’t know any of the vocabulary. 


-Jonah Woodstock 


A Really Good Story About Stuff 


I was bom in 1972. My mom is named Laura. I was a cop and working at the police station and there 
was a crime. Where was it? It was in a store, it was a robbery. We knew it was a robber, at least we thought, so 
we go arrest him. He is mean and strong but I'm really strong too so I fight him and get him to lose. I was really 
happy. My boss didn't think it was that good, it didn't matter. My name is Jason. 

When I walked in I asked what happened and they told me. I asked some questions. It is raining out. 
This is the crime I said about, (a minute ago.) Roger hit me really hard. Because he was mad, he was my partner 
and I fell down, it hurt. After that I hit him back. I did that with a bullet, I shot him. Roger was my partner in the 


then a drug store and then a post office an then a house and some other houses too. And there were lots of other 
buildings, and also a library. The libraty looked Greek, it had really tall columns and was made out of stone and 
had 23 steps and a lot of really shiny windows. Then an auto-body shop. I was tired. I was a robot by the way. I 
needed to get gas. Betty was pretty. Like Betty White. I was in love with Betty, she was not a robot though. It 
was hot outside. Betty was the wife of Roger, a man who Was a cop partner to me at work, and I shot him before 
this running I was doing. He knows I love Betty but now he is dead. He was nice until then, mostly. 

Betty was on the sidewalk and I saw her. “Hi Betty, I love you and shot Roger, who is your husband 
because I really love you lots.” This is a thing I said to her really loudly, like a yell. When I saw her. 

“Where is he?” she said. She also said, “oh no.” 

“He is where the crime was,” I said. 

“I love you too but am really sad in my soul.” She said. 

I was arrested by the cops who had come. For killing Roger. 

“Wait,” I said. “I'm a cop too.” 

“Oh,” the police said, “But did you shoot the other cop,” they said. 

“Yeah,” I said. The cops were mean like my neighbor. I was a robot so I flew away. And died too. 


ANNE BOLEYN 


mOnode-Lash Anti-Press 

March, A. Da. 102 / A.H. 182 


Lindsay O’Cartel 












